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Poetical Definition 
OF THE 
Three Siſter - Arts, &C. 


I 1 a Poctical Convocation of 
the Muſes on Mount Parnaſ- 
ſas, Apollo, the God of Wit 
and Eloquence, and Patron 
of the tuneful Nine, fat as 
Preſident to hear and deter- 
mine their moſt learned Debates: There 
aroſe among them a pretty Conteſt con- 
cerning Precedence ; about which, When 

A. the 


(2) 


the greater Part had wittily expatiated on 
the Excellencies of each other's Art, the 
Diſpute was warmly maintain'd by Callope, 
Clio, and Euterpe, about theSuperiority of 
their three Silter-Arts, wiz, Poetry, Paint- 
ing, and Muſick; which, after many Ar- 
guments on all Sides, was at laſt unani- 


mouſly left to the deciſive Judgment of 
their tutelary Deity, who was to expreſs J 


his Sentiments upon each particular Art, 
and to crown the moſt worthy with a 
Chaplet of Laurel and Baiſe ; all which 
he readily aſſented to, and began with 
Paiutipg in the following Manner: 


Paix TNG is an Art univerſally known 
in all Ages, by being the immediate Imi— 
tator of Nature; pourtraying all its Beau- 
ties and Deſects, which beguiles the Eyes, 
deceives the Judgment, and pleaſes the 
Fancy, by the agrecable Illuſions of Per- 
ſpective. It is a Reſtorer of Time paſt, 
make: Men live after their Death, and 
erects Trophies for the Victorious. By it 
we ſee Battles we never had ſeen, and yi- 
ſibly know all the Heroes of 1 
By it we travel o'er the World, and are 


acquainted witli the remoteſt Countries, 

without ever i{tiwing out of our Cloſets, 
T3..* 7 : 

and fee our Friends, tho? abſent or dead. 

In fine, it is a viſible Hiſtory, a mute 

Pocty, and ſo excellent, that it may pro- 
perly 
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perly be ſtiled the Creator of what it re- 


preſents. 


As for Musicx, it is a mclodious Sound, 
an attractive Harmony, and an agreeable 
Symphony of ſpiritual Immateriality, and 
not only ſomething preternatural, but e- 


ven a celeſtial Accord of divine Nature. 
„It works upon the Soul by ſuch an inviſi— 
ble Power, or reſiſtleſs Influence, that it 
„cheers the Heart, elevates the Spirits, and 
ecxcites or appeaſes the Paſſions as it 


pleaſes; and by this ſweet Tyranny, ren- 
ders it ſelf abſolute Miſtreſs of all reaſon- 
able Beings ; ſince the Excellency of Mu- 
ſick is effective, and of no other Depen— 
dancy than the pure Reſult of Imagi::ation, 
guided by a found Judgment. It itters 
from Painting as the Soul from the ody; 
one being altogether groſs and material, 
the other wholly ſpiritual and retin'd ; 
whilſt one only touches the Eyes, and pays 
us but with Appearances, the other more 
powerfully charms the Soul with the di- 
vine Eſſence of Saints above. 


Though theſe two Arts are excellent in 


their Natures, yet it is evident that all 


their Beauties are but Part of the Attri- 


butes aſcrib'd to CALLIIO HE; fince PorTry 


is a lively Image of Humane Nature, repre- 
ſenting the various Virtues, Y ices and Vi- 
82 ciſſitudes 


(4) 
ciſſitudes of Fortune, to which it is, or 
may be ſubject ; moſt emphatically dreſs'd 
in all the Delicacics of Art, Precepts of 
Morality, and Excellencies of Wit and 
Humour; nobly deſign'd, as well for the 
Improvement as Diverſion of Mankind, 
by guilding thoſe ſaving Morals, which 
betore ſeem'd harſh and unpleaſant, with 
the Sweets of Rhetorick, Sublimity of 
Thought, and Purity of Language; fo 
that it is not only adorn'd with the other 
liberal Sciences, but is alſo a perfect Com- 
poſition of the whole Body of Humane 
Learning. It teaches us the Secrets of 
Nature, the Knowledge of Men and 
Things, and pleaſingly leads us into a 
Senſe of the innumerable Bleſſings we 
owe the Divine Creator, by the wonder- 
ful Exiſtence of all ſublunary Beings ; all 
which it conveys to us free from the Ex- 
pence of Travel, Severity of Teachers, 
or Pedantry of Schools. It is ſo far ſupe- 
rior to its two Rivals, that it admirably 
excels them both ; for the regular Compo- 
ſition of Numbers in Poetry, repreſent the 
juit Mixture of Colours in Painting, the 
beautiful Allegories in one, are the fine 
Shades of the other; its judicious Similes 
are the more lively Parts of the Picture, 
and its proper Epithets are the nice 
Touches of the Pencil; and the unaccount- 
able Charms of Harmony in . 
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the attractive Graces, bewitching Softneſs, 
and ſweet Cadence of Verſe in Poetry, 
which ſteal upon the Mind, charm the 
Heart, raviſh the Soul, and lull the Senſes 
into a ſympathetick Pleaſure, or kind of 
heavenly Delight. 


Which Words were no ſooner expreſs'd, 
but the bright Aſſembly, with an univer- 
ſal Plaudit, approv'd his Judgment, con- 
feſs'd their Error, and crown'd Callope their 
Sovereign Miſtreſs under their ſupream 
Deity Apollo. Upon which Callope, as a 
Teſtimony of her Victory, and to enter- 
tain the Company, produc'd the following 
little Productions of her Art, which are 
in themſelves Originals, and ſo ſweetly 
poetical, that I believe they will not prove 
unacceptable to the Reader, 
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$4 I, pretty little precious Thing, 

What News from Mx RA doſt thou bring ? 

Where haſt thou left the tender Maid, 

That from her Finger thou art ſtray'd ? 

Who ſhould'(t like Armour on it grow, 

To guard it from its daily Foe. 

Like ſtolen Joys that ſweeteſt be, 

Thy Preſence charms aad pleaſures me, 
| But 
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Baz ah! while thus you loiter here, 

Her Finger wants thy Aid I fear ; 

Perhaps the litthe pointed Steel 

Now makes her bitter Anguiſh feel ; 

Whilſt her bright Eyes in Tears are dromn'd, 
And precious Blood overflows the Wound : 

Hy then, thou guardian Thimble, fly, 
Preſerve her Blood leaſt Mya die. 
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On MyRa's Tucker. | 
BE fine Cambrick, and rich Mechlin Lace, 
In beauteous Form ao Myx M's Boſom 
grace; © | 
With curious Art united both they lie, 
And form a Tucker lovely to the He. | 
The nice wrought Holes which the fine Lace im- | 
parts, 6 
Reſemble Wounds that wreck fond Lover's | 
| Hearts ; | | 
And the unſpotted Cambrick does appear | 
Like Mx r 1's Boſom, raviſhingly fair. 
Thou ſilent Witneſs of each ſtolen Sigh ! 
Which gently ſwells thoſe Breaſts wherein jon 
lie; 
Thoſe Breaſts ! ah me! — thoſe Breaſts ſo 
round aud white, 
Where all is Joy fond Foy and ſoft De- 
light ! — 5 Thoſe 
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Thoſe heav'nly Breaſts, dear downy Globes of 
_ Love! 

Which glowing charm us 

they move : 

And yet thou wouldſt a ſtolen Sight deny, . 

Of theſe ſoft 51 for 35 1 605 == | die: 

Ah ! eavious Rival envious tho you be, 

Still art thou happy -— bappier for than me; 

So wond"rous charming == charming is thy C aſe, 


That Gods rem elves wou d glory in thy Place. 


charm us when 
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On Myr 4's Garter. 


FAIL, filken Web, immaculately white ! 

That keep*ſt the bluſhing Stocktira {mooih 
ana light; 

Thou that art by the Vi irgin's Fingers preſt, 

While ſofteſt Dreams yer glow wel hin ber Breaſt; 

Who doſt thy ſelf in kindly Circles twine, 

For ever bleſt ſo near the bliſsful Shrize : 

So 706 ſoft Ivy, with delight we ſee, 

In am'rous Foldings, claſp the aer 'ng Tree. 

O that for once 1 might thy Form obtain, 

Not Life it jeif ſnou d tempt me back again, 

Still ma ry ſt thou with a genile Pre; ſure tioh, 

TH 4e Stocs ing to the be gates Thizh ; 

Nor let the leaſt bp, An e er v2 ſeen, 

70 gut OV br: 46e the lovely ena 18 S 7 
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A SONG to MRA. 
| HE Powers above in Myr A's Arms, 
Have treaſur'd up ſuch Bliſs ; 


| T” enjoy her little World of Charms, 
| Who wowd not forfeit this ? 


IT. 


From every Glance an Arrow flies, 
Unerring to the Heart; 

None that behold her piercing Eyes, 
But feel the thrilling Smart, 


III. | 

But ah! whilſt on her Breaſts do glow, | | 
Soft Innocence and Truth; | 
They are as white, but cold as Snow, 


To each deſiriug Jouth. 


A SONG 


AS ON. 


I. 
4 H gentle God of Love ! 


Forgive a wounded Heart, 
That long with Vigour ſtrove, 
Againſt thy fi'ry Dart; 
Till CXxL1A all divine, 
Kznadled ſoft Deſire ;, 
Whoſe blooming Face, and lovely Grace, 
Set all my Soul oz Fire. 


II. 


Through e&'ry purple Vein, 
Her Charms like Magick run; 
I glory in my Pain, 

And yield to be undone ; 

A thouſand glowing Loves, 
Manton in her Eyes; 


Whilſt from each Part, with thriilias Siam, 


A pointed Arrow flies. 

III. 
Her Preſence wounds my Soll, 
pine when ſbe's away ; 
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Pa her's without Controul, 

Wou'd ſue my Siphs repay : 

But nom, great Goa , you fly 
From mo with Surprize : 

Fuſe to; the Fair, Jou | ill repair, 
40 triamph i her E Eye, 
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Tune, GEMINIANT's Minuet, 


. 
1 HOU lovel, Charmer of in; Heart, 


Muſt I thus ever ſizh in vain; 
Aud Ken bear the wre: ins Smarts 
Atte;; aan, on your cold Diſdain s 
For pom fu. ' Love aud Beauty's Sake, 
As pity ou my Suff rings take. 


II. 


e the happy, 75 ; Day, 
That brinas ine losging to thy Arms; 
17, 52 77 Y 5 H, 0 7 777 
4 | : ''& £4 fe Fi 1 ohe), 
And wat Acceſſens 402 Charms: 
4 * 77 727 f 985 

My Stehs | 5 „ ft the iu tmute's Sails, 
And waft ? ei 08 in peril? Gales. 


III. C pid 


C& 


FHF) 


III. 
Cupid ſhall lend his N Wings of Love, 
Which often leave, fat Tie behind 
And to. n 5 Dear l pic:aly. pee, 
j > r 7 
. 124 1 2 . 2 J of 7 
I olils; > "am, 25 dy os * A 55 
n 
Til! Go, ods 1 Me wt! Cz; CY die. 
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ME L iz an EF VIRING fair, 
nus, repreſs” 
8. A 4 with 8 
Euter d 4 Cypreſs 2 a Urove f 
The warbling Birds ar By 
Eccho'd their gratefal ound. 
To ſooth her me lone 4 Lorig: 
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II. 
O mighty God of Love ! 

Fly from thy Seat above, 
Behold thy Mother's wrecking Pain; 
Ah! kindle ſoft Deſire, 

And ſet his Soul on Fire, 
That we may both alike complain 
Convey him to my Arms, 
With all his glowing Charms, 
Grant me, kind God, this fond Requeſt 
And make me bleſl, 


Love tyrannizes in my Breaſt. 


III. | 
Cupid, with liſt'ning Ear, 
Soon heard his Mother's Pray. 
And to her Aid with Pity came; 
He ſent a poiſowd Dart, 
Which pierc'd his ſtubborn Heart; 
And brought him longing to the Dame : 


| They flew with eager Haſte, | 
Entwind, ſigh'd, kiſs'd, embrac'd, | | 


With Throbs of Love they panting lie; 
In Exſtacy, 
And both with mutual Tranſports die. 


578 
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A SONG. 


F Powers above coubd mind 
A mortal Lover's Pain; 
They'd make FLORELLA Lind, 
Or teach her more Diſaain : 
With artful Looks ſtill ſmiling, 
And flatring Hopes beouiling ;, 
She leads me on, to be undone, 
And ſigh out Life in vain. 
If Powers above cou'd mind 
A mortal Lover's Pain; 
Theyd make FLORELLA kind, 
Or teach her more Diſdain. 


II. 


Pretend no more to Love, 
A Stranger to the Hlame; 

Whom Paſſion nc er can move, 

Showd not uſurp the Name: 

Falſe Sighs and Smiles inviting, 

In Craelty delighting ; 

The pointed Dart, has piercd my Heart, 
But treach'rons was the Aim. 
Pretend no more to Love, &c. 


II. Then 
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III. 
Then cruel Nymph farewel, 
Tour Lover was los true; 
No other N\mph can tell, 
File was dece 12 70 but jon 
Go !rinmph in my Story, 
Be YOrurs the miohty Glory, 
Thi: without Pain, you ſaw your Swain, 
Bid Love ae Life anien. | 


1hen cruel {\'yrmph farewel, Kc. 


Tune, CHirLEs OF SWEDEN. 
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CES E, Je, Bacchus, God of Wine, 
Crow: this A 19h with Pleaſure ; 
That an. cot. 8 Car nd hence decline, 
To ert var Pleaſure: 
Fl up the 1 Jan Y {parkliyg Bowl, 
ihe; te $:42-40 2 . aL Soul, 
May arink au s without C . 
To cen CUT Peaſur 9. 
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II. 


Let Lovers whine and Stateſinen think 
Always wid of Pleaſuye + 
nd Je- #7 bk Chink. 
And tet the Miter hag bt; Chink, 
De Alt. ff ? of 5 © 
But we lite Sons of 0MI/:th and Bliſs 
Enjoy: He Hl: 4600. of Henin. fs, Mat 


Whilſ! Brimmers 2 Jui e lie thts, 


In the mid tg Pleaſare. 


f C7 

Thus mighty = ACCHUS, ſnalt thou be 
Guardian i Pleaſure 

That under + by Frorection we 
, Viay enſoy tis Plealgre : 

f J. / | 7 5 
And as th: Hour, ide away 
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N. 
The Joviar Goos, Tune, 
TIPIISG PHILOSOPHERS. 


I. 


LD SATURN, that Drone of a God, 
And Father of all the Divine ; 
Still gover M A the 1 "orl a with a Nod, 
Tet fancy "4 bisk omen aud Mine 
And when he was whimfical grun, 
By ſipping hrs plentiful Bowl ; 
Then frankiy the Truth he wowd own, 


That a Wench was the Joy of his Soul. 


II. 
Great JUPITER lthe his old Dad, 


To love and a Bottle 1ncin'd ; 
Whey mellow was couftanily glad, 
to ee a pump Girl to his Mind : 
Aid. then (a 1 the S:ory is told, 

H conjure himſelf in her Arms; 
As vice in a Shower of Gold, | 

He riflca fair DANAE's Charms. 


III. Stern 
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Stern MARrs the dread God of the Field, 
All Day ſtill delighted in Blood; 
At Night his great Godhead mou'd yield, 
To Beaaty and Wine that was good: 
With Nectar he'd cheriſh his Heart, 
And raiſe up his wanton Deſires ; 
Ihen to VENUS his Darling impart, 
The Warmth of his amorous Fires. 


IV. 


APoLLo the Patron of Baiſe, 

Full Goblets wowd merrily drain; 
a” = forth Poetical Lays, 

en the Fumes had got into his Brain: 

But ſtill as he whimſical grew, 

By toaping the Juice of the Vine; 
To PARNASSUS daily he flew, 

To kiſs all the muſical Nine. 

V. 

Sly Mexcury too like the reſt, 
Made Menching and Wine his Delight; 
And thought himſelf perfectly bleſt, 

With a Bottle and Miſtreſs at Nizht : 
No Wonder Debauches hz lowd, 

And cheating his Pleaſare he made; 
For the Gods ev one have prowd, 

That Pimping was always his Trade. 


0 VI. Pluz;; 
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VI. | 
Plump Bacchus that tun-bellyd Sor, 
His Thirſt cou'd but ſeldom allay; | 
Till aſtride cer a Hogſhead he got, 


And arank all the Liquor away: - 
| As long as upright he cou'd ſit, 
Head ſtrenuouſfly bellow for more; 
| Mhes drunk then the Veſſel" wou'd quit, 
| And reel to fome Bacchanal Whore. 
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. H E Sages all are much di- 
925 vided: 
TO Mi Nor is the Qusition pet de- 


= 5 Cit ded ; 
From whence lprings Love, 
all owns its Laws, 
Yet each aſſigns a different C auſe, 
Some point out Wit, ſome point out Wealth, 
Some Youth and Beauty, Strength and 


Health. 
Well has his happy Pen diſplay'd, 
(Who ſatisſied the curious Maic 5 
Why the fond Youth, tor tlie coy Fair, 
Looks with a downcaſt penlive Air; 
What gives his Hcarrt Deſires to know, 


His Blood to boil, his Veins to glow. 
C2: Now 
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Now let us make our Muſe conſider, 
Nor can ev'n Modeſty forbid her, 
How her own Sex ſo ſoft by Nature, 
So ſweet in Symetry and Feature: 

So like their China, tender Ware, 

As nice, as painted, and as fair, 
Can bear to mingle with th' Impure, | 
Or can diſſemble to indure, | 


(And have done ſince their Kind began,) 
That hideous bearded Monſter Man. 


But let us leave ſcholaſtick Dit ion, 
Which none e'er carried to Conviction ; 
And like more modiſh Authors move, 
Suppoſing What we cannot prove: 
Leit Argument {hould be too faint, 
Drop the Diſpute in Fable quaint ; 
And by recitiag ſome old Tale 
Make Jeſts ſupply, when Reaſons fail. 


Once on a Time, no matter when, 
Bur all ſtrange Stories happen'd then, 
Grown grey in thriving Tricks of Trade, 
PrumixNo lived. a wealthy Blade. 
Thiough fixty Years, he Life had led, 
And ten had mourn'd a widow'd Bed ; 
One only Daughter bleſt him, fair? | 
Divinely fo, his Fortune's Heir. | 
As yet unripe for Scenes of Courting, 
For ſhe was hardly turn'd of Fourteen ; 


Howe'er 
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Howe'r ſhe felt fome new Emotions, 
Yet was but aukward in her Notions, 
Her pleaſing Pertneſs in Behaviour, 
Entircly won her Father's Favour, 
To others humourſome and ſnarling ; 
But Faxxy was his Bolom's Darling. 

Ott would he gaze upon her Face, 
And ev'ry well known Feature trace: 
With Rapture liſten to her Prattling, 

And learn the News of her Tea-tattling : 
Then impotent his Joy to ſmother, 

Crys juſt fo charming was her Mother. 
What &er ſhe wiſhed, if ſhe but hinted, 
No Pains were ſpar'd, no Coſts were (tinted 
To purchaſe it. Her Education 

Polite, for ev'ry foreign Nation 

Supply*d her Sire with Teachers, fit 

T* improve her Beauty, or. Wit. 
Some taught to touch the w:rbling String, 
And ſome to dance, and foi::- to ting. 


Mean while PU, deep deſign'd, 
Had higher Matters in his Mind ; 
Nor hop'd to crown his num'rous Bounties, 
Leſs than the Title of a Counteſs : 
Nay for a Conſort to his Dear, 
Would have o'erlook'd a new made Peer. 


How vain are all our Hopes and Cares, 
When the main Spring of our Affairs, 
(For it juſt moves) depends on ſtill 
That Weathercock a Woman's Will. 


_ What 
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What Guard has Beauty from Diſaſters ? 
A Youth there was among the Maſters, 
Who ſet poor Faxnnyv's Heart on Fire, 
And fill'd it with ſome ſtrange Deſire: 
Sprightly his Mien, his Face was fair, 
And in ſmooth Ringlets flow'd his Hair ; 
Juſt in the Bloom of five and twenty, 
Through all the Fopling Tricks he went ye: 
His Wit but green, his Nonſenſe mellow, 
A perfect Lady's pretty Fellow: 
Featly he danc'd, and when he ſung, 
The Syrens warbled from his Tongue : 
Softly he breath'd the gentle Flute, 
And hated ſtrongly to be mute : 
His Talk would make or me or you fick, 
Soft and unmeaning like his Muſick ; 
But Faxxyv's Breaſt with Love alarming, 
Made nothing ever ſeem ſo charming. 
He filPd her Thoughts, when he was nigh 
Plea ſure fat ſparkling in her Eye: 
She ſigh'd, when ablent, at his Name, 
And her Heart ffutter'd when he came. 
Dull to the reſt ; whate'er he taugth her, 
He quickly to PerfeQion brought her, 
Of her, his Art alone could boaſt, 
For that indeed {he ſtudied molt : 
Thus went he on without deſigning, 
Poor Miis's Quiet undermining ; 
Unmov d, unconſcious of his Kind, 
As ſhe'd been homely, or he blind. 


That 
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That Beauty which could not prevail, 

Now ceas'd to be, her Cheeks grew pale: 

Vapours, and Qualms, and Fats o'errook her, 

And Sleep, and Health, and Eaſe forſook 
her : 

She ſigh'd, ſhe pin'd, ſhe wilh'd, ſhe panted, 

And Dreams intorm'd her what ſhe wanted. 


The Sire who ſaw how Matters went, 
Saw it with wond'rous Diſcontent: 
Now Cares o'er pay his former Pleaſures, 
For Miſs has broken all his Meaſures, 
He knew for what {he did endure, 
A Husband was the only Cure : 
And that he muſt his Houſe diſparage, 
Or elſe precipitate her Marriage. 
Well, tis refoiv'd ; the Man is choſen, 
And Council ask'd of ev'ry Couſin, 
For Sake of Form : All urge her Youth. 
* P5144 Fll engage ſhe'll find a Tooth 
Jo mump on Man: Beſides he's rich; 
& ”Tis better Girls ſhould ſmart than itch. 


At laſt he breaks his Mind to PAN Nx, 
And tells her that for Reaſons many, 
She now muſt wed.-----With Dread affright 
She heard the News, and ſwoon'd outright. 
She ſunk, and (Ctwas a kind Relief) 
Play'd all the Parts of Woman's Grief : 
Ihe fainting Fits, the ſhuddr'ng Fears, 
The wringing Hands, the falling Tears; , 

An 
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And twenty other Tricks in Paſhion, 
Till Dad was melted to Compaſſion : 
And when ſhe found his doating Blindneſs, 
Begins to ſooth him into Kindneſs ; 
Puts on a ſupplicating Face, 
And wipes her Eyes, and tells her Caſe; 
Recites the Cauſes of her Care, 
His ſprightly Wit, his genteel Air: 
His graceful Shape, his eaſy Gate, 

His Size, that was both tall and ſtraight. 
Theſe, Sir, are Virtues; or I've miſ- 
thought: 
----He wants Eſtate ; ---- but is that his 

Fault? 
Each Sentence clos'd with Papa dear, 
And now a Sob, and than a Tear. 
She roſe to Rage; — let vain Opinion 
And Pride deprive you of your Minion : 
For if Things be not as I ſay, 
Pll hang my ſelf, or run away. 


This Fondneſs could not bring out No, 
At length burſt out een be it ſo. | 
He loves you not, nor knows your Love : 
----No, Sir, ---- Then be at Eaſe, my Dove, 
The Point of fifty thouſand Pounds, 
Deeper than Cuptd's Arrow wounds ; 

If that has Power to pierce his Breaſt, 
I bid thy Boſom be at Reſt : 
For what are Jewels Gold and Pearl? 


What are they, if Lloſe my Girl ? 


- - 5 3 — oo IS — 
—— ww. . — ————— rr A rr OOO 
— - — rb EO - — 5 


2 


(25 


So ſaid, he ſought the happy Youth ; 
And found, acquaints him of the Truth : 
Propos'd the Thing without Evaſion, 
And ſcem'd to ſooth him by Perſwaſion; 
The Youth ſtood filent, much afraid ; 
PLN O cry*d, thy Fortune's made. 
Then thus -the Honour you deſign'd, 
I own extravagantly kind: 

But to remove all Doubts between ye, 
Alas! Sir, Pm----a NicoLiNt. 

No Man ſo ſure, as he that tries; 

Be ſatisfy'd, believe your Eyes: 

This from your Child I can't conceal, 
If yet her Paſhon ſhould prevail: 
My Life, my Service, and my Duty, 


Shall be devoted to her Beauty. 


Pleas'd with his open Way of Dealing, 
In Faults, which he might hide revealing : 
PLumpixo goes, almoſt content, 
Reſolving as he homeward went ; 

His deſtin'd Hopes ſhould not be croſt, 
Nor ſo much Honeſty be loſt. 


Ev'n to his Door this Thought purſues, 
Till Miſs comes big to hear the News. 


The *Squire's Condition he defines, 
Firſt by broad Hints, and then by Signs; 
Which when ſhe wou'd not comprehend, 
He told the Tale from End to End. ——— 
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Yet here's no Bar we only ſtay 
Till you ſhall pleaſe to name the Day : 
But take ſome Time; conſult your Pillow ; 
What to that odious filthy Fellow ? 
I ſwear, Papa, 'tis moſt provoking 
You would not find that F was joking : 
Him I deſpis'd by all that's rightful, 
I always faid he look fo frighttul : 
Pve learn'd enough from him before, 
So pray, Sir, let him come no more; 
For grant, I lik'd him, Pm releaſt : 
I loved a Man, but he's a Beaſt. 
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